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I can recall, nay, they are present still,
Parts of myself, the perfume of my mind,
Days that seem, farther off than Homer's now
Ere yet the child had loudened to the "boy,
And I, recluse from playmates, found perforce
Companionship in things that not denied
Nor granted wholly; as is Nature's wont?
Who, safe in uncontaminate reserve,
Lets us mistake our longing for her love,
And mocks with various echo of ourselves.

These first sweet frauds upon our consciousness,

That blend the sensual with its imaged world,

These virginal cognitions, gifts of morn,

Ere life grow noisy, and slower-footed thought

Can overtake the rapture of the sense,

To thrust between ourselves and what we feel,

Have something in them secretly divine.

Vainly the eye, once schooled to serve the brain,

With pains deliberate studies to renew

The ideal vision: second-thoughts are prose;

For beauty's acme hath a term as brief

As the wave's poise before it break in pearl.

Our own breath dims the mirror of the sense,

Looking too long and closely: at a flash

We snatch the essential grace of meaning out,

And that first passion beggars all behind,

Heirs of a tamer transport prepossessed.

Who, seeing once, has truly seen again

The gray vague of unsympathizing sea

That dragged his Fancy from her moorings back

To shores inhospitable of eldest time,